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array. A band of music, as is usual, accompanied the
soldiers. There was also a " sham-fight," before the
breaking up of the encampment, and it was really ter-
rifying to me, who had never seen a battle fought, to
witness two columns of troops drawn up, and, at the
roll of the drum, behold them engage in deadly con-
flict, to all appearance, and the smoke curling up in
a blackened mass toward heaven; and, above all, the
neighing of horses, with the feigned groans of the
wounded and dying. I inwardly prayed to God that
those men might ever draw their weapons in a feigned
encounter.

The first night I spent at the encampment was one
long to be remembered; it was like the confusion of
Babel. Of all the hideous noises I ever heard
none could exceed those made there that night. They
fired guns, quarreled, drank, and swore, till day light.
There was such a crowd at the tavern that I did not
suppose I could get a bed, so I threw myself down
upon a door-step, and began to compose myself to
sleep, when a man came and wakened me, inquiring
at the same time whose boy I was. I replied that I
lived with Mr. Tower. "Follow me," said he; I
arose and followed him into the house, where he pro-
cured for me a bed, to be shared with another " boy,"
who had already occupied it.

I had just began to dose, when the explosion of fire-
arms startled all in the house. The keeper of thes: their
